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Summary: 


He ran, free with the wind. 


Dying Wind 
Author's Note: 


| wrote this for Akiko's fic challenge! ^_^ The disability 
one, that one. Um, Camelot owns Golden Sun and all 
that good stuff. Now prepare for Ivan-angst. Poor thing. 


| feel the wind 
Blowing softly, gently, 
As I run free, 

Free with the wind... 


Ivan stood at the top of a hill, his buttercup-yellow hair 
gleaming in the sunlight as he looked down towards his 
friends, little pinpricks in the distance at the bottom of the 
hill. He had stopped for a moment while they went on 
ahead, just to enjoy this moment of pleasure. There was 
little more Ivan enjoyed than feeling the wind blowing 
around him, ruffling his hair, nudging against his skin. 


What really made it better was breaking into a sprint, 
fleeing down the hill, running, running and laughing all the 
way, careful not to stumble on any hillocks and go rolling 
all the way down instead. 


Run, run, while you still can, 
Run away with me, 

l am the wind, 

Always here as you run 


Ivan licked his lips and gently shook his body, loosening up 
his muscles. He had learned when he was younger, that if 


he didn't warm up before running so fast, he would just 
wake up the next morning with his joints in pain. 


"Here | come," Ivan smiled, stepping right onto the edge of 
the hill. "Stay out of the way, Ivan's coming!" 


And then he was off, sprinting down the hill, crusing 
joyfully down the hill, laughing in delight as the wind 
pushed against him yet he plowed on through, skipping 
over a hillock and sending up some clouds of dust as he ran 
over an earthy patch. His friends grew in the distance as he 
came closer, watching him. 


Running free with the wind, 
For the rest of my days, 

All | want to do, 

Run free, laughing all the way, 
Running away... 


"Ivan!" 


Ivan did not slow down, but he looked up further, taking 
deep breaths as he ran, hearing his pounding heart in his 
head as his blood flowed around his body faster and faster. 
He could see some monsters approaching, several of them, 
even the sheer number surprised him. Ivan picked up his 
speed so that he could reach the bottom quicker and lend 
assistance to the others. Before he knew it, he was there. 
Sheba tossed him his Tisiphone Edge and he approached a 
Stone Soldier and a Punch Ant. These two should be easy to 
beat, no problem at all for the young Wind Adept. 


"Take this!" Ivan cried as he sliced through the Punch Ant, 
its gloved fist narrowly thrusting just past his ear. The 


Punch Ant was cleft in half and fell to the ground, 
decomposing into a shower of dust. Ivan looked at the 
battle going on around him. Luckily, none of the monsters 
were too strong. Garet contemptuously sent a Mad Vermin 
flying with a well-aimed kick. Jenna had a boxing match 
with another Punch Ant before she got bored and ground it 
to dust with the Lachesis Rule. Really, it was just an easy 
battle for them all, nobody could take it so seriously if the 
monsters were so weak. 


Ivan suddenly remembered the Stone Soldier and mentally 
berated himself for forgetting so easily. He turned to look 
for it and let out a soft gasp as it flung itself at him and 
exploded. Ivan threw himself back and felt an explosion of 
pain. Where most of the pain was centered, he was unsure 
as he was already slipping into unconsciousness, their cries 
of concern echoing in his ears. 


Let the wind soothe you, 

As you slumber deep, 

Cradling you with its gentle folds, 
Easing you to peaceful sleep 


When Ivan awoke, his head was foggy. He tried to recall 
what had happened and it took a while but he remembered 
the Stone Soldier exploding. He was lying in a bed in an 
unfamiliar room... 


"Where am |?" Ivan moaned, looking around. He tried to 
move, but he somehow could not. His body seemed to still 
be asleep, refusing to awaken. 


"Ivan?" 


Ivan recognised that voice. He saw Hama enter the room, 
looking worried. 


"Hama..." Ivan was relieved to see his sister. "What 
happened? The Stone soldier... how did | get here?" 


More people entered the room, and now with nine people in 
the room, it looked very crowded. Ivan also noticed that 
they all looked very worried. A chill ran down his spine. 


"Ivan," Isaac sat on his bed. "We all tried to heal you but... 
we need to know, can you feel anything in your legs?" 


"My legs?" Ivan frowned. "No... maybe they are still numb..." 
He lifted the bedclothes, his heart pounding as he looked at 
his bandaged legs. "The explosion..." 


"Your legs were so badly damaged..." A tear ran down 
Hama's face. "They couldn't be saved..." 


"No," Ivan whispered, paling. "No... NO!" 


And the sound of crying emitted through the room, as 
despair sank in. lvan could run no more, no more could he 
feel the wind caressing him as he ran free. 


The wind has died, 

No more can it be felt, 
No more can he run free, 
Free with the wind, 
Nevermore... 


